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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Early astir to superintend the departure of Her 
Saw her safely housed, and then on 


Most Gracious for Windsor. 
with the Prince of Wales to Oxford. Rather tempestuous weather. 
Snow and hail came our way. Didn't stay for the subsequent row 
at the illuminations, but came back to town and had a private 
view of the Yachteries—in particular the clever and interesting 
model of the Thames, which will probably be a big attraction when 
it is completed and the show opens. After this made my way to 
the Dramatic and Musical Show at the Grafton Gallery. Much to 
interest and amuse, but was most struck with the portraits of old 
actors, singly and in scenes from plays. 
A MATTER OF HABIT. 
Here’s a show of bygone actors, 
Rather serious and staid 
(For admirers or detractors), 
In their habits as they played. 
And the looker-on confesses 
That their habits (so to speak) 
In the art of choosing dresses 
Were ridiculously weak. 
Our play-going fathers clearly 
For such details didn’t care, 
Loving these portrayals merely 
For the genius that was there. 
Made m, way round to St. Stephen’s Hall to see a show of 
vehicles of novel character called motor cars. Seems the nucleus 
of a new idea for locomotion, which, when it-becomes more widely 
known, may develop into practicability. Wished it luck and 
hurried off to the Crystal Palace to hear W. Lucy (‘‘ H.W.L.”) dis- 
course on the ‘“‘ Queen’s Parliaments.” Interesting subject (arranged 
in several divisions, of course) genially treated. Dined with the 
oe) Mayor and the Sons of the Clergy at Merchant Taylors’ 
all. 

1hursday.—Helped H.R.H. review the Royal Gloucestershire 
Hussars at Cheltenham, and lunched with them afterwards. Took 
part in the Coaching Meet at the Horse Guards’ Parade. Spent the 
rest of the time at the Oval. Some splendid cricket. Abel grand 
form with the willow (and the Cain—cane, I mean). 

F'riday.—Got a cold in my head at the Oval yesterday. Laid up 
to-day, but used . . . . (space left for advertisement, terms 
for which couldn’t be settled in time for insertion), and got rid of it 
at once. Dined with the Auctioneers at the Hotel Cecil. Also 
with Lord Glenesk and the King’s College Hospital. 

Saturday.—Bluejackets all over the place—girls and boys. 
Lifeboat Saturday. Was wheedled out of a hard-earned copper by 
& seductive young syren. Didn’t mind. Good cause, though she 





couldn’t give me any information with regard to the “ inquiry” 
now proceeding. She wouldn’t come with me to Pressburg, either, 
to sée the unveiling of the memorial to Maria Theresa by Francis 
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Joseph. In fact, she seemed to lose all interest in me after she 
had obtained my copper. Got back from Pressburg as quickly as I 
could to be present at the second and, so to speak, full private 
view of the Yachteries. Dined with the Newspaper Press Fund 
at the Hotel Metropédle—likewise with Baron de Courcel (French 
Ambassador) and the French Hospital and Dispensary at the 
Hotel Cecil. 

Monday.—When I got up this morning found summer had come. 
Such a surprise. Regarded the adage, ‘‘Change not a clout till 
May be out,” and stuck to my winter garments. Result; Every 
“clout ’’ stuck to me before the day was out. Never mind, glad to 
see summer at any price. Attended the levee at St. James's 
Palace, and afterwards hel T.R.H. open the Yachteries, Some 
inconsiderate spectators thought proper to break bounds and 
throw the procession into confusion. Commend me to a well- 
dressed crowd for ill-behaviour on occasion ! 

; “pon’T sHOVE!” 
There’s a taint of snob in a well-dressed mob, 
A glow of sublime ill-breeding, 
And it mars, with the stress of its selfishness, 
Full many a fair proceeding 
When the well-dressed mob gets “ on the job” 
It harbours no childish shyness, 
And its soul it cheers to elbow some peers, 
Or hustle a Royal Highness. 
Soothed my outraged feelings with a long, calm afternoon at the 
private view of the Cabinet Picture Society, at 175, Bond Street. 
An excellent show of “graspable” pictures, Messrs, Bundy, 
Pickering, and Farquharson in excellent form—a head by the 
first charming. 

Tuesday.—Attended the Drawing Room as a member of the 
Diplomatic Circle (am a distinguished diplomatist, you know—ask 
my landlady). Heard that the Greeco-Turkish war was finished, 
Glad to hear it, too. 

WHEN THE WAR IS OVER. 
The Concert, on it glancing, 
Declares the war might cease, 
No more of “ Turks advancing,”’/* 
No more of “ running Greece,"’ 
No more the rampant rover, 
Bellona, wields her sway ; 
Oh, yes, the war is over, 
And—now then—what’s to pay 7] 
Just so. me the Lord Mayor and Lady Mayoress entertain in 
celebration of the opening of the new wing of the Jews’ Hospital 
and Orphanage. ned with the Royal General Theatrical Fund 
and heard Sir George Newnes say he was once stage-struck, and 
ndered guiltily that I was that way myself in my younger days. 
ought two stamps commemorating the Queen's long reign and 
the Prince of Wales’ Hospital Fund. Great business oversight not 


to have issued Jubilee postage stamps. 
Tue Sporren. 


not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, sp mtanecously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
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DOMESTIC DIPLOMACY. 
1. “Your shaving water cold, sweetheart? Here's some more—nice and hot!”——2. “Collar button come off? There’s another on in two ticks, dear!”"—— 
8. “ Whata pity! Cut yourselfagain? Here's the court plaster, love.” 4. “Is that egg musty, darling? Pray, try this one.”——5. “Quite sure you left your 
gloves in your hat, pet? Never mind, I’ve found them.”-——6. “I knew you wouldn't leave home without kissing your wife, dearest !” 7. “That little woman 16 
a treasure, and I'm a brute; must buy her a new dress to-day."———8. “ There’s my handsome, clever hubby! the best in the world, even if he is sometimes 4 leetle 
wee bit hasty!” 
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No Crown, No Cross! 


(Mr. Allen Upward, himself fighting 
valiantly, is believed to have been deserted 
by his “‘army.’’—See War News.] 


Ox, why are Upward’s volunteers 
Reluctant to abide with him, 
And, proof against ignoble fears, 
To battle side-by-side with him ? 
Perhaps they think that all the war's 
Hard knocks are justly due to him, 
Since partial Fame their names ignores, 
And all her “ puffs ’’ accrue to him! 

















To King George of Greece 


So, George, you’ve discovered at last 
That Bounce is not quite the “ right 
la 9 ° 
Reneeiinis to the winds you cast, 
And now “there's the devil to pay” ! 
Not only the d., but your foes, 
For millions you’!l have to plank down ; 
But how, why, there’s nobody knows— 
You haven’t got much save a crown ! 


I’m sorry for you, George, my lad, 
I’m sorry for brave men laid low; | 
The bit tween your clenched teeth you | 
had, 
The result’s “pull-up” and much | 





whoa! 
The lesson you’ve learnt, let us hope 
Will stick in your brain evermore ; | 
Your soldiers with foes cannot cope, 
When its something like one against | 
four ! 





The Muzzling Order. ms 
By THomas GRIMALKIN. 


THEY’VE muzzled the beggars again ! 
It’s fitting and proper, I swear; 

It fills me with gladness, 

For, apart from their madness, | 
They cannot me worry and tear! 


I'll tickle ’em up with my claws! 

They only can growl, cannot bite ; 
I'll give ’em some torture, | 
For I’m a fair “ scorcher ” | 
When the foe that I meet cannot fight ! 


I’ll pounce on ’em quite unawares, 
And ruffle their coats, you can bet! 
Scratch hair for a locket, | 
Each tail—I will dock it— 
Past treatment of me they’ll regret ! poorest of the poor. 











Mr. Kruger of Constantinople. 

(Mr. Hyndman suggests in the Times that the 100 M.P.’s, 
described by Lord Salisbury as guilty of murder, and who egged 
the Greeks on to war, might pay £10,000 each towards the in- 
demnity claimed by Turkey.] 


WHEN the Grecian discomfiture started, we felt 

We should spitefully act if too freely we dwelt— 
Or indited too caustic and keen a critique— 

On the humiliation, vexation, and shame 

Of the “‘ Hundred ” who played such a blundering game 
That to ruinous war they incited the Greek. 


That feeling still holds us, and still we refrain 

From enhancing the Hundred’s lugubrious pain— 
Nay, per contra, in words sympathetic we speak. 

For, perusing the Hyndmanese en through, 

We are bound to condole with the erring ones who 
To defeat and indemnity hastened the Greek! so 
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A CASE OF REAL DISTRESS. 
Mr. Three Card Trick.—“ Goin’ ter the Princess’s Jubilee feed, 0’ course, Biil ?"’ 
Mr. Thimblerig Tout.— No, pard, we’re out on it; the banket is o’ny fer the 
Now, we comes under the ‘ead of SKILLED ARTIFICER?!” 


The Kailyairder’s Mauvais Quart d’Heure. 
(An attempt—which, we rejoice to say, has proved abortive- 


was recently made to burthen with the charge of heterodoxy that 
popular and genial writer, Ian Maclaren.) 


‘ THERE grows @ bonnie brier bush 


In oor kailyaird "— 
And, while I watched the wild-rose blush, 
All in the mellow evening's hush, 
Sweet instincts from my soul did gush, 
And sacred themes I dared! 


But soon my cheek’s enraptured flush 
Gene place to hues full sickly. 

My foes, careering with a rush 

Behiod me, gave my frame a push, 

And (down-cast on wy brier bush) 

I fouud it somewhat prickly ! 
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Even now the sad Hundred—sick Hundred—lack glee, 
But their doom will distinctly unbearable be 

If, for damages scheduled as ‘‘ moral,” and eke 
For the damages called “ intellectual,’’ they 
Must to Abdul the Damaged ungrowlingly pay 

A cool million of pounds on behalf of the Greek ! 


A Resemblance. 


A SMALL boy, after critically surveying the new baby, remarked 


to his mother :— 
“He's got no teeth, and no hair, He’s grandfather's little 


brother, ain’t he, ma?” 
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Jock,—“ No chance for us! 
Friend.—* Never say die! You're sure of a place! ” 






TP i, 


THREE STARTERS. 
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This brute’s a reg'lar snail.”’ 
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Ve Victis! 


Tue fight is lost, the fight is won; 
And now that all is said and done 
We know the modern Greek can run, 
His speed we're all admiring ; 
From “ strong position” he can race 
At quite a record-breaking pace, 
’Gainst bloodshed he has set his face— 
ety His nature's too “ retiring.” 


Who fights awhile and runs away, 

May live to fight another day— 

Or so the ancients used to say— 
Such wisdom Greece has horded. 

Who takes that ancient saw’s advice, 

On points of law is always nice, 

But does not care to pay the price— 
To pay—well it is sordid, 


Homeric talk is fine and tall, 
And certainly appeals to all ; 
From talk to work may be a fall, 

And falls your tall talk scatter— 
We heard that Greece was to advance, 
That Greece at last had got her chance, 
And meant to lead the Turks a dance, 
2282 And all their forts to batter. 


We heard much talk of Marathon, 
Of Troy, and warriors dead and gone, 
Leonides and Xenophon ; 

And other worthies Grecian ; 
We heard the roll of Homer's song, 
We thought of Xerxes’ mighty throng, 
“Ah, now,” we cried, “‘ we shan't be 

long!” 
Heroiced to repletion: 


| 


And British matrons o’er their tea, 
Talked wisely of Thermopyle, 
And said, ‘‘ How mad those Turks must 
be 

To fight so brave a nation.” 
And Britons, throwing off their phlegm, 
Of ancient battles made a “‘ mem,.”— 
And so, of course, the war to them 

Wes quite a revelation. 


When first we heard the Greeks had fled, 
We thought that half at least lay dead, 
** Remarkable !’’ was all we said; 

“* A loss—well, they’ll retrieve it! ”’ 
But when we heard that as a fact, 
The Grecian host was still intact, 
The news seemed with distortion 

packed— 
We couldn’t well believe it. 


But now, at last, we know ’twas true; 
The Greeks for intervention sue ; 
Between the ancient Greek and new 
There seems a great division— 
‘* Though modern Greece was over rash 
Her bravery a moment's flash ! 
She must not down to ruin crash! ”’ 
Is Europe’s firm decision. 


So modern Brennus stay your hand, 
For'Greece is Greece, a sacred land, 
Her history sublimely grand 
Shall plead 'gainst your extortion ! 
And, though the Greek will have to pay, 
Your way is far too rough a way, 
The Turk in Greece must never stay— 
Nor take of Greece a portion. 





No, worthy Brennus, you must find, 
Some other way, more gentle, kind— 
So cast that gleaming sword behind— 

It’s quite beside the question. 
You are not spotless ; so my friend 
This tragic farce you’d better end ; 
Let wisdom wit to courage lend— 

Is Europe’s stern suggestion. 








Oh! the Tilling of it. 
One swallow does not make a summer, 
but there is no Tilling what one horse 
may not make. List to the Tilling of 
my tale. In 1847 an enterprising man 
commenced business with one horse. 
Working upon the principle of the boy’s 
pocket-knife, he attached a cab to that 
horse, subsequently doubled and aug- 
mented the equine power, later on varied 
the vehicle, wees! ultimately shone 
forth as the “‘ Times "’ oninibus, as fresh 
as paint. In this year of Jubilee, 1897, 
the sons of that enterprising man cele- 
brate the jubilee of their progenitor’s 
successful evolution of small beginnings, 
and allow the public to share the 

rofits of an established and assured 
ae hs which will henceforth be known 
as Thomas Tilling, Limited, but we hope 
the takings wil] be wnlimited. 








Can’t keep her tongue still. 
Mrs. Gabbel.—“ Do you know that you 
talk in your sleep, James?” 
Mr. Gabbel.—“*Do 1? Then I bet you 
j‘inin!” 
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VA VICTIS! 


THE PENALTIES OF DEFEAT. 















































(For Cartoon Verses, seé page 192.) 
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The Adventures of Mr. Jeremiah 


Winklepuff. 


No. 11.—‘TO THE RESCUE.” 


TzLEemacuus was the first to break the awful silence, for Amelia 
—_ glared at our little quartette with unspeakable ferocity. He 
said : — 


“ Hang me if 
the old gal ain’t 
turned up after 
all! Now you'll 
ge ty dad,” 

he Ladies 
Gertrude and 
Gladys seemed 
amused, and 
asked me if this 
was the Hon- 
ourable Mrs. 
Fitzfoodle come 
to join the party. 
The “old gal” 
advanced with 
the majestic 
stride of a 
tragedy queen, 
folded her armr, 
and spoke. 

“Who are 
these flighty 
females?’’ she 
snarled. The 
moment the 
fatal words 
“flighty 
females’ passed 
Amelia’s lips 
they perked up 
in quite a pugil- 
istic manner 
and vented forth 
some scathing remarks, rot exactly complimen‘ary to any of us, 
which completely silenced Amelia, turning her wrath from us to 
them. They left with the cutting satire— 

“Bye-bye, Mr. and Master Fitz-poodle, I’m glad yer ma has 
come for yer. Take care of them,mum. They are such naughty 
boys, and so playful.” With that they tripped off laughing. 

apt after them longingly. So young, so fresh, so lively. 
Amelia was like that years ago. 

“Jeremiah,”’ she said, ‘turn your eyes from those—those— 
hussies! When I get you home (I groaned) I will learn how you 
became acquainted with the creatures.” (There’sa day of trouble 
in store for me.) After an awkward pause, in which we all stood 
looking at each other, Telemachus came to the rescue. 

“Tell you what it is, guv’nor,” he said, in a whisper, “‘ the old 
gal wants some lemonade. You wait here, and I'll take her to get 
some and talk her over.” 

He is a cleverboy! They were not gone more than ten minutes, 
yet Amelia came back looking a different being, quite beaming in 
fact. The lemonade at the Zoological Gardens is somewhat potent 
and had acted like magic. It was also rather expensive, but I 
cheerfully paid Telemachus the sum he had disbursed, i.c., one 
shilling and eightpence. 

By this time we had had quite enough of the exhibition of wild 
animals, at least, I had. Amelia said she heard Mr. Shadwick say 
that Exeter Hall was a nice quiet place to spend an enjoyable 
evening, and issued forth her commands to be taken there forth- 
with. Telemachus demurred. 

“Crikey!’’ he said, ‘Exeter Hall! Take me home and bury 
me decent.” 

Then his face wuddenly brightened, and he remarked that 
if we started at once we could just get there before the 
“show” commenced. Amelia reproved him for his levity. 
We again embarked on the Underground Railway and 
travelled as far as Westminster Bridge, where Telemachus, 
piloting us past the Houses of Parliament and West- 
minster Abbey, brought us without mishap to our destination. 
Exeter Ha)! is a magnificent building. It was the first time I had 
ever been there. I had no idea it was such a place as that. (And 
the Rev. Mr. Shadwick often goes there, oh !|——.) 

Amelia said nothing, but pursed up her lips. 

“ Are you quite sure, Telemachus, we have come right?” she 
said, severely. 








“GLARED WITH UNSPEAKABLE FEROCITY.” 














** Ob, it’s all right, mother,” he said; “lively sort of a place, 
ain’tit? They’ve got a Sunday School treat on to-day. Come in 
here, there's a perf——a meeting, I mean, just commencing.” 

He ushered us into a side room in which was an enormous tank 
filled with water. At the end ofthe tank, ona raised platform, were 
three graceful female forms, clad in apparel more like the fashion 
in the ballet at the “ Hall of Delight” than an else I’ve ever 


seen. Ata given si they all three plunged into the water, and 
commenced swi about. Amelia and I looked inquiringly at 


Telemachus, “It’s all right, I tell you,” he whispered. ‘* Remem- 
ber where you are, and don’t disturb the ceremony. It’s the act 
of total immersion, you know; old Shaddy will tell you all about 
it.” Amelia looked relieved at the mention of Mr. Shadwick’s name. 

The function was a most interesting one, and it pleased me very 
much to see the ful forms swimming and diving into the 
water. Telemachus said it was “‘scrumptuous,” and, though I 
don’t exactly know what the word means, it seemed just the right 
one to use. But things were not to go smoothly all through the 
ceremony. 

One of the ladies in swimming round the tank seemed to be 
suddenly taken with cramp. 

She shouted “Help!” and sank. Isprang to my feet. Here was 
a fellow creature perishing before my very eyes. I looked eagerly 
round. Not a soul seemed to be going to the assistance of the 
drowning girl. Some of them were actually laughing. 

The blood of the Winklepuffs burned within me. In my younger 
days I had been considered an expert swimmer. I, Jeremiah 
Winklepuff, would make my name famous at last by saving this 


young girl. 

“Help! Help! Help!” came across the water. ; 

“ Cruel, heartless wretches!” I shouted to the crowd. ‘‘ Will no 
one try to save this drowning girl?”” There was only one answer. 


Alas, for the degenerate manhood, it was in a girl’s vcice! I did 
not see the speaker, but the voice still dwells in my memory. 

‘Don’t be afraid, I’m coming, dear!’’ she said. The rest of the 
ac answered me by a shout of laughter. 

Should I let a girl risk her fair young life in order to shame 
these craven-hearted wretches? No! a thousand times No! 
Throwing my hat on the floor, and, kicking off my boots, I plunged 
into the flowing tide. Amelia fainted, and Telemachus grabbed 
my coat tails as I rose to the surface, 

**Go it, guv’!”’ 
he said. ‘‘ Shut | 


er mouth and 

ick out behind; 
I'm holding yer 
up.” The water 
was very wet, 
but I struck out 
manfully, amid 
the shouts of the 
populace. 

ven at this 
trying moment 
I thought how 
well the Royal 
Humane So- 
ciety’s medal 
would look 
peeees on mv 
reast. But, 
alas! I was 
doomed to die- 
&@ppointment, 
for when I 
reached the spot 
the girl had 
disappeared. 

One gentle. 
man on the 
a shoutic g out most vociferously, and I heard at last what 

e said— 

“Stand up and wade ashore, you old fool, or you'll get 
drowned!” 

I followed his instructions implicitly, and was assisted out of 
the tank, only to be surrounded by a laughing, jeering crowd. 

A gentleman who seemed in authority then came up, pushing 
the people aside. 

“You're a jolly good pluck 'un,” he said, “ but I fear you have 
made a sad mistake in trying to save the champion lady swimmer 
in four feet of water.” 

“Champion lady swimmer,” I gasped. ‘‘ Do they swim here; 
at Exeter Hall?” 

“ This isn’t Exeter Hall,” he laughed ; “it’s the Royal Aquarium!” 
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“Go rr, Guv’! SHUT YOUR MOUTH AND KICK OUT 
BEHIND; I’M HOLDING YER UP.” 
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IBsEN 8 Wild Duck is avery strange fowl ; 
indeed you might feel inclined to spell it with 
a‘“u.”’ There is a great deal of talk about 
shooting the bird. Everybody in the piece 
is quite mad, and by the end of the afternoon 
most of the audience were. It was a lovely 
afternoon when we went to the Globe to revel 
in this intoxicating draught of Ibsen—we 
came out quite obfuscated. 

As usual, Ibsen had a remarkably fine 
oe interpretation. Mr. Lawrence Irving played 
splendidly; Mr. Courtenay Thorpe, a young man whose personality 
always gets on my nerves, acted, nevertheless, with much sup- 
pressed power and as large a quantity of intelligence as could be 
brought to bear upon such a part. Mr. James Welch, Miss Kate 
Phillips, Miss Fraser, and the rest acted splendidly. 


I am afraid that A Court of Honour at the Royalty will not set 
the Thames on fire. It is all about a woman and twomen. The 
men have been lifelong friends, more than brothers. The lady 
was supposed to be the wife of the first, but leaves him suddenly 
when she discovers that he has another wife living; she not 
unnaturally thinks him to be rather a bad sort. Still most women 
would have waited till he came home, and then asked for an 
explanation, not to say to have given him a bit of her mind. But 
she doesn’t ; if she had she would have learned that he, too, had 
been deceived, that he had believed that his first wife—a naughty 
lady—was dead. But, then, there would have been no play, and I 
am not sure that this would have mattered a very great deal. 
Messrs. Lart and Dickinson’s new play is built upon extra- 
ordinary coincidences, and these are but shifty foundations for 
the play. 

When the deserted husband—for so he still considers himself — 
comes to England from India after five years, he finds that his 
sount-Aeuni-Wile is about to be married to his dearest friend. The 
piece is all about the struggle between the forlorn gentleman’s duty to 
the woman and duty to the man. There is a lot of good stuff in the 
piece, but the beginning is bad. It was splendidly acted by Miss 
Eleanor Calhoun, Mr, W. L. Abingdon, Mr. Fred Terry, and others. 


Belle Bellair is another play spoiled by its start. An interesting 
‘tory has been built up, but too great a demand is made on the 
credulity of the audience. Space prevents my telling the story. 
Mrs. John Wood has a good part and plays splendidly. Mr. Martin 
Harvey, Miss Violet Vanbrugh, Mr. John Beauchamp, and others 


do very well indeed. 
GOSSAMER. 


The Adelphi delighted us all with the production of one of those 
strong plays curiously indigenous as it seems to this house, 
entitled Secret Service, the work of Mr. William Gillette, of the 
Empire Theatre, New York. The change even in enunciation was 
refreshing, and the tout ensemble of Mr. Charles Frohman’s Com- 
pany possesses its attractions. Mr. Gillette has extracted @ 
romance from the incidents of the American Civil War. The 
Northern forces are entrenched around Richmond, the Capital of 
the Southern Confederacy ; to capture it they resort to many 
devices, amongst which the Secret Service smuggle in their emissa- 
ries. Captain Thorne, a member of this body, ingratiates himself 
with the family of General Varney, and wins the affection of bis 
daughter Raith. She views with disfavour the advances of Arrele- 
ford, of the Southern Secret Service, who has suspicions as to the bond- 


Jides of C sptain Thorne, and adduces sufficiently conclusive evidence 


of the latter’s treachery. Amor omnia vincit, and Captain Thorne 
“Werver, grows conscience-stricken, and fails to send, although in 
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full possession of the electric wires by a bit of transparent bluff, a 
telegram which would draw off the defence, and enable the 
Northern forces to break through. Thorne has to make a bolt of 
it, only to be captured and condemned to be shot. Edith whispers 
to him, as he is being led out for execution, that he has only to fall 
down and simulate death, as the bullets have been extracted from 
the firing party’s rifles. He asks her for one word, and, as she 
makes no response or sign, he tells the officer that the rifles have 
been tampered with. The General enters, respites the prisoner 
commits him to prison, and the play terminates. The acting of 
Miss Blanche Walsh as Edith Varney grows intensely impressive 
as the play proceeds, and Mr. William Gillette impersonates the cool- 
ness and intrepidity of Captain Thorne quietly and powerfully. 
Mr. Campbell Gollan acquits himself well in the arduous part of 
Arrelsford. The Mrs General Varney of Miss Ida Waterman 
is a splendid performance; the assumption of grief upon 
her youngest son Wilfrid departing to join the ‘ines is @ 
most afiecting exemplification of maternal sorrow; it is one of 
the finest episodes in the performance. Miss Alice Leigh and Mr. 
H. D. James are capital types of the negro domestic servants, 
Martha and Jonas. The latter's acting when extracting the bullets 
from the firing party's rifles was grand. There is the humorous 
element pourtrayed respectively by Miss Odette Tyler as Caroline 
and Mr. Henry Woodruff as Wilfrid. The former is an accom- 
plished little actress. Her demure and forcible coquetry is a 
delicious contrast to the impetuous go-ahead demeanour of 
Wilfrid. Mr. Joseph Brennan fulfilled the part of General, and 
Miss Barrymore was very modest in her impersonation of Miss 
Kittridge. The rest of the company played with consummate finish ; 
no character or position was over fe | 

This drama wins unqualified commendation, and the apprecia- 
tion of yr pea is undoubtedly assured. At the close, Mr. Gillette 
thanked the audience in a few simple and sincere sentences, which 
instantly won approval. 


Mdlle, Jane May inaugurated a series of matinées of French 
comedy plays at the Royalty Theatre on the 17th inst., and 
opened with Comme Elles Sont Toutes, La Petite Fadette, and a 
burlesque A Ce Soir. A very fine Parisian company collaborate, 
amongst whom M. Landré, M. Léon Goneau, M. Burha, and 
M. Didier are conspicuous for ability. Mdlle. Jane May is an 
artiste of charming versatility; her burlesque of Madame Sarah 
Bernhardt is very amusing. On Thursday Le Monde ow l'on 
s'ennuie was produced to the evident gratification of everyone 
present, and the performance concluded with Mons. et Mdme. 
Pierrot. Mdlle. Jane May’s repertdire will be freely drawn upon. 
May our stage never be sans-Jane! 


Mdlle. Simone D’Arnaud, whom they callin Paris the ‘‘ Melba- 
Judic,” on account of her marvellous voice, and Judic because 
she is such @ wonderful comédienne, is appearing at the Palace 
Theatre this week. 


There is a twelve days’ cycle race at the Royal Aquarium, by 
ladies, for £200 this week. The Nationalities run in separate sec- 
tions, each section competing for 34 hours daily. 


‘‘ Art Miracles” is the title given to the latestand greatest develop- 
ment in colour photography. of which an exhibition is to be given 
at the Royal Aquarium, 2 p.m., Wednesday next, the 26th inst, 


The Royal Botanical Society held ite summer exhibition last 
Wednesday in the Regent’s Park Gardens, The flowers were very 
beautiful and tastefully arranged. The rhododendrons were a 
conspicuous feature, and the exhibition was generally acknowledged 
to be a distinct success. 
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The War Correspondent. 
AT the seat of war, as he takes his seat, 
With notebook and spectacles all complete, 
He records & vow, come weal, come ruth, 
4 the beard of the Prophet, he'll speak the truth ; 
T 


en he calmly counts ten thousand dead 
While the bullets are whistling overhead, 


He feels no sort of fear, not he, 

Of the bloody fights he has come to see ; 
There in the thick of the fray he will bask 
And take an occasional sup at his flask— 
He hearkens the bangs of the shells red hot, 
While his wondrous courage bangs the lot. 


And when to the street which is christened Fleet 
Has this hero bold once more returned, 

His bosom friends he again shall meet 

To assist him in spending the gold he bas earned ; 
And they all will admit, as he puffs at his briar, 
That the War Correspondent’s a champion—— 
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RAGRATHS! 
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By THe “‘ Exnrant TERRIBLE.”’ 


The Wild Duck is in London, 
Greece is “in the soup,” and Turkey 
is cock of the walk. The war is over, 
and ‘“‘the Powers” are ence again in 
~... possession of the field. But the fertile 
.+} plains of Thessaly are in the hands of 

\.\ the Mussulman—* Mussle ’’-man—yes, 

V the whole affair is decidedly fishy. There’s 


We are hearing a great deal of the ‘‘ Greek Capitulations.” This 
topic has come to the fore again owing to the capitulation of the 


They say that Sir Edward Lawson, of the Telegraph, is going to 
get a peerage. What about Mr. Alfred Harmsworth? If they 
made him a knight it would be particularly appropriate. He has 


(No, 73.) 
“Kavoer Cums Down.”—Daily Taper. 


All the world is glad and gay, 
Kruger has climbed down ; 
All the world is calm to-day, 
Kruger has climbed down. 
No more fights, no more alartn, 
England's Empire's safe from harm— 
Peaceful is the view and calm, 
Kruger has climbed down, 


No more panic, no more fear, 
Kruger has climbed down ; 
Down will go the price of beer, 
Kruger has climbed down. 

Up will go the price of stocks, 
The ship of sale is off the rocks, OFFERS OF A 
Nothing the Millenium blocks, 
Kruger has climbed down. 











The Navy no more wanted is, 
Kruger has climbed down; 

The Army, too, can go, I wis, 
Kruger has climbed down ; 

We can go to sleep o’ nights, 

No more nightmares, no more frighkts, 

Working men will get their rights, 
Kruger has climbed down. 


O’er the world a halo spreads, 
Kruger has climbed down; 

Peace with Plenty gladly weds, 
Kruger has climbed down ; 

Influenza gone to pot, 

Strikes are o’er and all such rot, 

Every summer will he hot, 
Kruger has climbed down. 








> ¥ But England a stopper will put on this Dopper, 


In honour of the Record Reign, we And he’ 
are for the future going to call the 


~ * 


Ah | — cabbies Jehu-bilees. 
bis \) * 
ee Ps 
ois A special edition of “‘ Trilby”’ is going to be issued with one of 
is the characters re-christened Little Ju-Billee. 
H OM 
i The charities are so enormous that the wealthy folk are being 
if: sucked dry, and 1897 will benceforth be known as the Year of 
Hh Jujube-ilee. 
4a; * 
) As to this ramour—with others—don’t Jubilee-ve it. 
HE 
x x we 
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Song of the Dopper. 


At boasting improper, and telling a ‘‘ whopper,” 





none beats the Dopper Pretoria way ; 


ll come @ cropper some very fine day ! 
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SEAT FOR THE DIAMOND JUBILEE 
PROCESSION. 





** Which shall I accept?” 














Delicious and Nutritious. 


BIRD'S 
CUSTARD 
POWDER. 


Enhances the acceptability of every 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 


Gadbury’s 


| cocoa 


| “Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


“Pamity Oocrore 


NO ALKALIES USED 


ESTABLISHED 18% 


Needham’s 
Polishing 


Paste. 
The c.ost reliabie for Clean’ ag 
and Brilliantly pottahing Brass, Copper. Brusculs Metal 
Platinoid, &c. ouarehene. " 
Bois Manw/actwrers - 


JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 


London Office: St. George's Hous. Eastet ca 
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